Invent another torment, that there must
Millions into a straight hot room be thrust)
Then solidness and roundness have no place:
Are these but warts and pockholes in the face
Of th'earth ? Think so; .but yet confess in this
The world's proportion disfigur'd is;
That those two legs whereon it doth rely,
Reward and punishment, are bent awry:
And, oh ! it can no more be questioned
That beauty's proportion is dead,
. Since even grief itself, which now alone
Is left us, is without proportion.
She, by whose lines proportion should be
Examined measure of all symmetry,
Whom had that Ancient seen, who thought souls made
Of kannonyj he would at next have said
That Harmony was she, and thence infer
That souls were but resistances from her,
And did from her into our bodies go,
As to our eyes the forms from objects flow:
She, who, if those great doctors truly said,
That th*ark to man's proportion was made3
Had been a type for that; as that might be
A type of her in this, that contrary
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